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SCENE: The curtain rises slowly, allowing us to gaze 
upon a remote corner of an old-fashioned garden. At the 
back is a low hedge, beyond, half swallowed by the night, 
a weeping willow nods drowsily; a painted tree against 
a painted sky. At one side of the trim strip of lawn a 
plaster cupid is chubbily balanced upon one foot, his out- 
stretched bow and arrow threatening intruders. 


The darkness is broken by a slanting shaft of moonlight 
through which flutters, now and then, a tiny silver moth. 
And—believe it or not—the air is filled with a faint, elu- 
sive fragrance. Can it, oh, can it be—moth balls? 


Across the front of the stage stands a marble bench and 
in front of it two figures are engaged in a minuet. The 
boy, in his black stock, plum-colored coat and bravely em- 
broidered waistcoat above tight gray trousers, is bending 
over the girl who is a dainty slip of a thing with a heart- 
shaped face and golden curls. Her dress is all lace and 
ruffles, rows upon rows upon rows of them from the sash 
of her bodice to the tips of her tiny slippers, a valentine 
lady come to life. 

In the dim distance there is faint music and it is to 
the strains of this the two are dancing. For a moment 
they advance and retreat, balancing and turning m a 
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stately fashion, then they end with a charming low bow, 
and stand erect. The girl drops down on one end of the 
bench, the boy on the other. He takes a handkerchief from 
his sleeve and mops his brow. She lifts up the boitom of 
her dainty skirt (displaying frilled pantalettes) and fans 
herself with the silken hem. Her voice, when she speaks, 
is crisp, and her intonation modern. 


THE GIRL. Hotter ’n Hell—ain’t it? 
THE Boy. And how! 


THE GIRL. I don’t think we gotta rehearse that dance no 
more. We got it good enough to suit the director. 


THE Boy. [Gloomily.] Nothing’ll suit that director. He’s 
kep’ the company at it since six o'clock ’n’ what’s he 
shot? Ten scenes—that’s all! Ten scenes! 


THE GIRL. But night work’s better ’n day work. This 
Hollywood sun sorta dries y’ up like crisp bacon. [For 
a moment she ts silent, then she sighs.| Um—bacon. Don’t 
that make y’hungry? 


THE Boy. Me? Hungry? Oh no—no. [But we plainly see 
he is not telling the truth.] 


THE GIRL. Aw, come off’n your perch. Everybody’s hun- 
gry that’s workin’ extra. That’s why I like this night 
stuff. They feed y’ at twelve o’clock—free of charge. 
[She leans back and looks out.] Seems like it must be 


almost twelve o’clock now. I sure don’t wanna miss th’ 
feed. 


THE Boy, They’re still shootin’ close-ups. Don’t you hear 
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the cussin’? Props’ll call us when the nose bag’s laid out. 


THE GIRL. [She giggles.] Gee, you’re beginnin’ t’ get 
human. Say—I been dyin’ t’ ast y—why don’t y’ take off 
your collar ’n give your neck a rest? Y’ look awful un- 
comfortable in that get up y’ got on. 

THE Boy. [Stiffiy.] I’m all right. They might call us for 
another shot any minute. 


THE GIRL. [Wisely.] You're sure new on this lot! Clark- 
son takes three hours t’ every shot, unless he’s drunk— 
then he takes four! He won’t be wantin’ us till after 
lunch so y’ might ’s well kick off your shoes ’n’ give your 
arches a rest. 


THE BOY. Thanks. 


[He reaches down, slips off his shoes and gives a long 
sigh of relief. The sigh is echoed by THE GIRL, who has 
also kicked off her slippers. She sees that there is a hole 
in one silk toe and hastily replaces the slippers. THE BOY 
is too polite or embarrassed to notice. There is a long 
pause, then THE GIRL looks over at THE Boy and smiles. | 


THE GIRL. Why don’t y’ move over some—closer? I won't 
bite y’. 

THE Boy. Want me to? 

THE GIRL. Why not? 

THE Boy. [Bashfully.] Oh—I dunno. 


THE GIRL. Huh? Don’t y’ want t’? 


THE Boy. Want t’ what? 
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THE GIRL. Move over—closer. 


THE BOY. Sure. Only I thought maybe y’ didn’t want me 
to. 


THE GIRL. IT’ what? 
THE BOY. Move over—closer. 


THE GIRL. I wouldn’t be askin’ y’ t’ if I didn’t want y’ t’, 
would I? [After a short pause.] I dunno what’s wrong 
with me t’night. Maybe—maybe it’s th’ moon. [She turns 
her face and looks up into the light.] 


THE Boy. Moon? What moon? [He leans forward, fol- 
lows her gaze, then looks startled.] That ain’t no moon— 
that’s just a— 


THE GIRL. [Quickly.] Sh-h-h! Don’t say it! [Looks at 
him severely.| What if it is only a—what y’ was goin’ t’ 
say it was? What if it is? Why y’ gotta go spoiling every- 
thing? Ain’t things bad enough in this ol’ world without 
y’ go callin’ a spade a shovel? Ain’t they? Gosh—that’s 
just a man all over again. ’N’ y’ look so sorta romantic in 
them clothes ! 


THE Boy. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean t’ spoil things. 


THE GIRL That’s all right. I ain’t mad. Only—I s’pose 
when y’ been actin’ in th’ movies as long as I been, y’ 
sorta learn t’ take your romance where y’ can find it. Y’ 
get so y’ can’t tell the real from th’ fake. But what’s th’ 
difference? If y’ can get a kick out of’ em I guess Kleig 
lights ’s as good as a moon! [Her voice changes.] Y’ 
ain’t moved over yet. 


THE Boy. [Sliding along the bench.] Thanks! 
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THE GIRL. What? 
THE Boy. [Completely gone off the deep end.| Yea. 
THE GIRL. [After a long pause.| Umhuh. 
THE Boy. Huh? 
THE GIRL. What ’d y’ say? 
THE Boy. Thought you said somethin’. 


THE GIRL. Me? I just said umhuh. What d’ you think I 
said? 

THE BOY. Oh—I dunno. I thought maybe y’ said some- 
thin’ else. 


THE GIRL. [Indignantly.] I didn’t either! [She moves 
away a trifle.] That’s just like all you movin’ pitcher guys. 
If a girl’s even sociable right away y’ go ’n’ think— 


THE BoY. What ’d I think? I didn’t either go ’n’ think! I 
wasn’t even thinkin’! 


THE GIRL. Yes y’ did. Y’ just said so. 

THE Boy. Did what? 

THE GIRL, Think! 

THE Boy. Honest to Gawd I didn’t! 

THE GIRL. [Wailing.] Oh—now you're swearin’ at me! 


THE Boy. I didn’t! 


THE GIRL. Y’ did too! I heard y’ swear. [She sniffles pa- 
thetically.] Because I gotta earn my livin’ ’n’ pick out 
pitchers t’ do it in—’n’ just because I gotta profile ’n’ my 
hair is curly y’ think I’m that sort of a girl! 
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THE Boy. What sort? 


THE GIRL. [The little minx allows a sob to escape her.] 
That sort. Don’t try t’ pretend! Y’ know what I mean 
—that sort! 


THE Boy. [Frantically.] I do not! Honest t’ Gaw—I mean, 
honest I don’t. Why—why even when y’ left th’ set ’n’ 
sort give me th’ ‘come hither’ over your shoulder as y’ 
came out here I didn’t think it—even when y’ ast me t’ 
move over I didn’t. Say— 


THE GIRL. [Petulantly.] Oh—even when I give y’ th’ 
‘come hither,’ eh? Even when I ast y’ t’ move over, eh? 
So that’s what y’ was thinkin’ after all! 


THE Boy. I’m tellin’ y’ I didn’t think that. That’s just what 
I’m tryin’ t’ explain if y’ll give me a minute t’ explain it 
in. Even when y’ done what I said y’ done I didn’t think 
it. 


THE GIRL. But I didn’t do what y’ said I done. 


THE Boy. [He opens his mouth several times before he 
speaks.| Well—even if y’ had of—even if y’ had of done 
what I said y’ done—I wouldn’t have thought— 


THE GIRL. [Decidedly.] I don’t want to hear any more 
about it! 


THE BOY. [A bit bewildered.| About what? 
THE GIRL, About anything. 


THE Boy. [Shrugs his shoulders.] Suit yourself! [He be- 
gins to slip into his shoes.] 


THE GIRL, What y’ doin’? 
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THE Boy. [Rising.] Guess I'll be gettin’ back on the set. 
THE GIRL. Y’ mean you're leavin’? 

THE Boy. Sure. Why not? Y’ ain’t makin’ me feel any too 
popular. I'll say y’ ain't. 

THE GIRL. Ain’t what? 

THE BOY. Popular! Thinkin’ I thought y’ was thinkin’ 


somethin’ y’ wasn’t ’n’ neither was I ’n’ then arguin’ about 
it. Gee! Life’s too short! [He starts away.] 


THE GIRL. [She reaches out, takes his hand and pulls him 
down beside her.] Don’t be silly! Sit down ’n’ we'll forget 
all about it! I’m perfectly willin’ t’ forgive y’. 

THE Boy. Forgive me for what? 

THE GIRL. For everythin’. 

THE Boy. [A trifle bewildered.] Thanks. 


[At this moment the studio property man, familiarly 
known as Props, enters from the side. His cap is pulled 
down over one eye and a cigarette dangles limply from 
his lower lip. Not at all interested in THE GIRL and THE 
Boy, he goes about his business rolling up the property 
lawn. This is practically under their feet and THE GIRL 
is a trifle startled, she leans toward THE BOY. | 


THE GIRL. Oh! 
THE Boy. They’re just striking the set. 


THE GIRL. Oh! [Props walks off, right, carrying the lawn 
under his arm. She returns to her subject.| I’m perfectly 
willin’ t’ forgive y’ but just th’ same—I gotta say all 
men is like that. 
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THE Boy. Like what? 

THE GIRL. Oh—like men. 

THE Boy. There y’ go again! 

THE GIRL. Well, they are like that, ain’t they? 
THE BOY. What ’d y’ expect ’em t’ be like? 
THE GIRL. [Vaguely.] Oh—lI dunno. 


[She pauses a moment. props appears at back, tucks Cupid 
under his arm and disappears. | 


THE Boy. What ’d y’ mean y’ dunno? 


THE GIRL. I s’pose y’ll think I’m crazy or somethin’—but 
d’ y’ know what I thought when I seen y’ t’night—in 
them clothes ’n’ everythin’? I thought—he ain’t like a 
man exactly—he’s like—th’ kinda hero y’ read about in a 
book. Kinda strong ’n’ noble like. Different from all th’ 
guys y’ meet out here—all these guys what tries t’ hold 
your hand ’n’ neck y’ th’ first time they buy y’ a hot dog 
’n’ coffee. 


THE Boy. Hot dog ’n’ coffee! Um! 
THE GIRL. There y’ go! 

THE Boy. Go where? 

THE GIRL. Laughin’ at me. 

THE Boy. I wasn’t. 

THE GIRL. Y’ was too. 


THE Boy. [Shaking his head.] No, I wasn’t. It was just 
what y’ said about “hot dogs ’n’ coffee.” Kinda made me 
think about bein’ hungry. 
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THE GIRL. Ain’t that just like a man? Thinkin’ about his 
stomach when a girl’s talkin’ of higher things. [She 
pauses.| Well, go ahead ’n’ think about it. 

THE Boy. I wasn’t only thinkin’ about my stomach. I was 
thinkin’ about somethin’ else too. Y’ c’n think about two 
things at once, can’t y’? 

THE GIRL. [Snuggling up to him.] Tell me—what was y’ 
thinkin’? 

THE Boy. [Hesitatingly.] I was kinda—kinda thinkin’ 
somethin’ as I sat here lookin’ at y’. It just come t’ me all 
of a sudden how much y’ looked like—like that Gish girl. 


THE GIRL. [Sitting up very straight.| Lillian? 

THE Boy. Yea—only better lookin’. That is—your nose ’s 
kinda like Lillian’s but your mouth is more like Bebe 
Daniels’—sorta full—y’ know—’n’ puckery. 

THE GIRL. [Ecstatically.] Bebe Daniels! [She moves 
closer.| But she’s got brown eyes. 

THE Boy. Yea—I know. [He studies her eyes for a mo- 
ment. | 

THE GIRL. What y’ lookin’ at? 

THE Boy. Your eyes. They’re more like—like Greta Garbo’s 
—deep y’ know—’n’ kinda—kinda—[ He gives it up.] Gee, 
you oughta screen great ! 


THE GIRL. I guess I do. Totmann gave me a real good 
part in “The Passion Flower.” I walked in with a card 
and gave it to Rita Rieno—like this. [She rises and 
pantomimes.] Then he let me stand right there so’s it was 
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a close-up. Gee! It woulda been a swell bit. [She sighs 
and sits down.] Only it was all cut out in th’ pitcher. 


THE BOY. [Absent-mindedly putting his arm around her.| 
I’ll bet it was because Rieno was jealous. You're lots bet- 
ter lookin’ than she is. Honest to Gaw— I mean, honest 
y are. 


THE GIRL. [Rolling her eyes.] Gosh—what a wonderful 
lover you’d make. [Quickly drawing away.] I mean on the 
screen, acourse. 


THE BOY. [Moving away to his end of the bench.] Oh 
—of course. 

[For a moment he sulks. THE GIRL shyly studies him. As 
she does so PROPS comes in and carries off one of the 
rose trees. THE GIRL decides she has been too coy and leans 
forward. | 

THE GIRL. Do you know who you remind me of? 


THE Boy. [Still sulky.] Who? 


THE GIRL. [Seriously.] When I half close my eyes ’n’ look 
at your profile you make me think of—John Barrymore. 


THE BOY. [He runs his fingers through his hair with the 
famous Barrymore gesture.| Barrymore? D’ y’ think so? 
Honest ? 


THE GIRL. [Nodding her head.| Umhuh. Only you’re more 
sorta broad than he is—more like John Gilbert. 


THE BOY. [Lost, completely lost.] Gosh—John Gilbert! 
Gosh! 
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[Quietly Props enters from the back and in his business- 
like way picks up and carries off the second potted rose.| 


THE GIRL. [Who has been dreaming.| Wouldn't it—say, 
wouldn’t it be lovely if— 


THE BoY. [Suddenly brought to earth.] Yeah? 

THE GIRL. If—no, I won't tell y’. 

THE Boy. Why not? 

THE GIRL. Y’ might think almost anythin-—or maybe 
laugh. 

THE Boy. Honest to Gaw— Say, honest, I wouldn’t think 
almost anythin’—’n’ I wouldn’t laugh at anythin’ you tell 
me. [Coaxingly.] Go on ’n’ tell me. 

THE GIRL. [After turning it over in her mind.| Well, I 
was thinkin’—y’ won’t laugh? [THE Boy shakes his head.] 
I was thinkin’ wouldn’t it be wonderful if someday I was 
a great star ’n’ you—you was playin’ opposite t’ me—'n’, 
that is—we was doin’ a scene t’gether ’n’— 

THE Boy. A love scene? 


THE GIRL. Yea. 

THE Boy. Gosh! That’d be great! Say—I got it! [He rises 
and moves away a little.| Like this, see? I’m standing 
here ’n’ you’re over there. 

THE GIRL. [Taking her place.] Yea—s’pose you've been 
away. 

THE Boy. Yea—lI been t’ th’ war. 

THE GIRL. ’N’ I ain’t seen y’ for maybe a year. 
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THE BOY. Yea—’n’ I been shot in th’—[He pauses and 
considers his anatomy. | 


THE GIRL. In th’ arm. 


THE Boy. No, I’ll need all my arms for th’ clinch. Let’s 
see—I been shot in th’ foot. I come in limpin’—like this. 
*N’ you—you’re over there— 


THE GIRL. With a rose—like this. [She picks a rose from 
her corsage and begins to count the petals.| He loves me 
—he loves me not— 


y 


THE Boy. I stand here ’n’ look at y 
loved!” Like that. “BELOVED!” 


THE GIRL. ’N’ I hear y’ ’n’ at first—just at first—I can’t 
believe it. 


n’ then I say—Be- 


THE Boy. That’s the ticket. 


THE GIRL. I think I’m hearin’ things. So I stand like this 
’n’ I’m so surprised I drop my rose. 


THE Boy. Then y’ turn around. 

THE GIRL. Slowly—v-e-r-y slowly. 

THE Boy. ’N’ see me standin’ here—like this— 

THE GIRL. ’N’ I don’t move for a minute. I just look at y’. 
THE BOY. Yea—then I hold out my arms. 


THE GIRL. [Suiting the action to the words.| Then I throw 
myself into ’em! 


THE Boy. ’N’ I put my lips down on your hair—like this. 

THE GIRL. ’N’ I snuggle up—like this. 

[There is a long pause. PROPS enters from the back, looks 
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about for something more to “strike,” picks up the bench 
and walks out with it. The music stops suddenly.] 


THE GIRL. [After an enchanted moment.] Then I raise my 
lips—like this. 


THE Boy. An’ I bend down— 
[Their lips meet. Props’ head appears at the back.] 


props. [Briskly.] Lunch! [They do not hear him.| Lunch! 
[Still they do not hear him.j| LUNCH! He looks at the 
pair with disgust.| Ah—hell! 


[With a gesture of extreme nausea he reaches down to 
a switchbox and, in three distinct clicks, turns off the 
moonlight. Upon the ensuing darkness the 
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